


Tip The ScaleS

N ine months we’ve been making these chapbooks. If we were a child this would 
be our birth month. Imagine that. Oh, but we’d be a lovely baby all the same. 

Would we have green eyes, maybe? All good characters have green eyes. And perhaps 
russet hair? Maybe we’d have ten fingers and toes, and a funny birth mark shaped like 
Seamus Heaney’s face on the inside of our left thigh. Maybe we’d have two moms. 
Four dads. An alien for a godfather. Sylvia Plath as a babysitter.

Funny thing about kids, see. They don’t really mind who looks after them, so long 
as the house is full of love, and food, and classic children’s cartoons (seriously, man, 
ever see a kid watching Road Runner with a frown on his face? No. No you have not.)

But hey, we’re not here to lecture you on the merits of a Stanzas baby, we’re here to 
produce quality work from original Limerick talent. So here it is. And, well, if it gets 
a little preachy, rest easy knowing the day you find someone you love, we’ll write you 
a sonnet, and not get in the way of the ceremony.

Peace, Love, and Happy 
stanzas
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to the fighters
for making it this far

and the fallen
for giving it everything
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if you only had a hearT

Emer Hayes

A heart is like a flower,
it must be cherished to grow.

How is one to thrive
with petals plucked,
leaving only thorns?

Must the empirical rose
dim the glow of  the daisy sun?

Who are you to tell me,
A flower is only a weed?
When all stems from the seed.

Who are you to tell me,
whom I can give mine to?
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GlimpSinG

Aoife Donnellan

They are getting restless
in their bedsits
crying that equality
is defined by a definition
and that repetition
is the mother of  education
but no matter how many times
air fills our lungs
we never learn how to live forever

They are getting forgetful
in their bedsits
crying out that times
set on clock faces have moved past races
past caring about stages
and that this new rage
will put us through our paces

And it’s in these places
that people are forced to silence.
Exercise your right
so we may all wear rings on our fingers.
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yeS or no

RG Allen

Who’s hiding in the closet?
For we have taken it outside,
Vote Yes for Equality,
It’s our time
We won’t hide.
Is it right what I can see?
Diversity is now in the majority!
It is all about love, the freedom to marry,
Let the ‘No’s’ argue on, this vote we will carry.
Equality, in all but expression
Yet deviation can lead to the same destination.
Hand in hand, side by side
With the eyes of  the world on our small isle.
Let’s show them how far we have progressed
A secular society who can express
Our uniqueness, our differences
Diversity in life;
That we can all live together
Vote Yes, for human rights.
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maTh’S homework

Simon Benson

Question 1.

Robert bought 3 Granny Smiths, and 3 Golden
Delicious to make an apple pie. When he put them on
some scales, weighing each variety separately, he found
their weight to be identical.

Part i)
How long does it take for people to realise that things
can be different yet equal?

Answer:
Too long
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Simple

Fiona Grimes

Love is love.
Family is love.
Friends are love.

I hate the power given,
The power to decide whether
other people’s love is ‘good enough’.

Love is love.
That should be the question answered.
Family is love.
There are all types of  family,
none are exactly the same.
Friends are love.
Friends band together to help each other.
Help make Grá the law.
It really should be that
simple.
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carroT

Mags Creedon

Staring at the shade of  his hybrid locks
golden roots with carrot tips
It’s time to face his fans
So he touches up his scarlet lips.
And his gender morphs slow in transit.
They’ll expect none less than
His La Vie en Rose
Enough to shake Piaf  from her sad repose.
Peek behind his velvet curtain – It’s time
That new hack, a baby rat from
Ireland Uncovered’s sneaking pack
Jotting nervously
dodging the roaming spotllight’s funnel
hiding in moving, darkened tunnels
curious mothers must have to know
no secrets left in this Stateside peep show.
Anywhere to hide sweet hermit enslaved to Aphrodite?
‘Ah give us some sugar Baby Red! Papa Honey!’
Cried the corporate bulging throats
bloated guts with bums perched plumply
morphine for the feeding masses
And The Lady M to deaden my senses
to deaden the pain of  a monochrome life
I am the person of  colour
hair of  gold and russet carrot
Lips promise of  Scarlet
cerebral thoughts haunt a Pulsar Star.
Tune them out
—to mine the silver from the punter’s dollar.
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Vanilla

Mags Creedon

Oh yes I am vanilla.
A frothy cappuccino sort of  girl
all froth and no substance,
TBlair’s spin doctor used to say
perfectly acceptable and most suitable
a highly serviceable commodity
like a sensible suit for the rain.
Ah, but the noble savage dwells in every heart
And horrors visit all along the way.
Keep that lid firmly clenched down on any vitriol
There’ll be none of  that old tosh on plain display
For Paddy Galvin cuts through the heart betimes
Through the atrium, with his little red knife
And Kenneally with his cuddley,
dimpled face sometimes
speaks of  eviscerating lovers during strife.
so no I just cant help but write of  pretty things,
of flowers and sweetness and delight
I have tendency to tenderly address
Gentle feelings and delicious twilights.
One leaves the challenging thematic icy darkness
But then happiness does not make for lasting art.
Angst and vicious sides of life are all too real I guess
but I am PG, for creamed teas in my heart.



18

Romanesque
Mike McGrath

F unny how quickly it all empties for Sunday dinner like those last words mean 
nothing and that’s fine too but I best not forget my handbag again. Ode to a 

priest, a priest, a priest. Suppose I should go now that it’s surely a good twenty minutes 
since the last blessing signalled us off but they don’t call them priests in here do they 
because they say vicar like the chocolate orange one on telly and isn’t it gas too the 
way they go away and get shacked up with babies slipping out one end and alter wine 
flowing in the other and no one bats an eyelid crossways and you know something but 
it’d make you throw your hands up at the whole lot at times so it would with the wars 
and all that and God bless us what were they all for at all.

He really hurt me. I’m sorry, I know and I shouldn’t wonder over these things. 
That fucking fool and oh shit shouldn’t have thought that word in here either but he’s 
some detail alright with his holier than thou attitude and the same man’s feet would 
catch fire if he stepped on hallowed ground and he pointing his crooked gaze at me 
over Charlotte like he’s a fine fuckin’ saint himself and fuck it I did it again but I didn’t 
mean it. I can’t help who I love. Bastard. 

It really would make you wonder about the whole lot I suppose. Is it part of 
design or whichever way they put it at mass the last day and dear Lord those stone 
arches reach for the heavens and do you know that this is the oldest building in the 
city? Someone was saying that to me one time but then I thought the Vikings were 
the first people here and they never would have built such a lovely church and they 
believed in something else altogether. Must have been funny too. Imagine just finding 
the fields here and starting to build and like there was nothing around that time 
besides the island I suppose. The city without a city.

Pity I can’t come here more often but it just feels pure weird or something like 
I’m letting people down and sure it’s the same when I consider the other thing and 
what a thing of beauty that thing is stored away behind a dress behind a knickers in 
an unknown warmth that I have sometimes known but never known enough and 
that’s tough says the vicar. Easier to ask for forgiveness than permission and easier to 
think you’re born one way than another so it was never really your fault only design 
and not a choice made like a seed planted one time that grew to the flower he would 
eventually take from you with harsh words and vicious strokes. Never liked him after 
that. Maybe never liked any of them and maybe it’s because they can be so rough. 
Strong. Frightening. Door closed and he stands there, what then. Committed now 
so no turning back. Frightening. Separated from normality in a room where what’s 
normal is not what’s normal to you. Can’t leave the prince high and dry and in a way 
it’s not his fault either because that’s design and he didn’t ask to be born in such a way 
anymore than I did so can’t have it both ways although that’s exactly what I do.
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God wouldn’t it be a shameful sinful shame on Daddy if I had to sit on the couch 
and tell him who I sat on last week and he looking at Mammy and her mouth catching 
flies looking back at me. He gave Johnny’s neck a fine squeeze for a lot less but Johnny 
was a bastard and not in the biblical sense but in a worse way and he still is with that 
thing he drives up and down the estate what is it? A Jetta or something I don’t know, 
I couldn’t be listening to him and I know he thinks I have notions and I suppose he’s 
right.

I have notions. I do. Notions of what Charlotte does when the lights go out and 
she brushes her teeth standing on the cold bathroom tiles and whispers mirror, mirror 
where is my breath and love to give her while she takes off her business suit by the 
bedside locker and slips under those icy satin bed sheets made cooler by an absence 
that made her heart grow foul. But to hold her hand. Dillon never hold’s Abby’s hand. 
Not when they go anywhere and I’ve sometimes caught him a pace ahead of her on the 
footpath with his chin up and looking through the shop windows at a world of plastic 
irrelevance. So much for granted and so easily got when I think of Charlotte’s grip as 
we stroll down O’Connell street on a grey and hazy morning and gaze at the clothes 
in River Island because every day’s a blessing mixed in Subway’s coffee and maybe 
nobody cares and maybe I won’t wake up but I do.

I do. Say those words Abby because Dillon surely won’t and you deserve more 
and if you want to go to that island then leave and meet the fairies and oh God Abby 
the more I think of it you really are a hoot. What is it you told me, wait now, ah yes 
about Oisín and Niamh and how she brought him over the sea to charm him with 
the underworld so as he’d never want to leave her side though he grew bored with all 
that trickery but Dillon is already the miserable old man who hit the dirt in Ireland. 
Wouldn’t give him the time of day.

What time of day is it? Quarter past twelve. Suppose I should go home for dinner. 
Mammy does a lovely roast when my cupboard is bare. I love Mammy. I do. 
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Limbo
Eoin Hogan

M ichael often ignored Emily. Sometimes it was just a comment she would 
make or a voiced opinion of trivial matters. 

‘That jumper doesn’t suit you,’ she might say.
No response.
This, of course, only served to make her more insistent.
‘I’m telling you, it doesn’t look right on you.’
Sometimes Michael offered a dismissive response, sometimes he would argue and 

often, he would blatantly ignore her existence. When somebody asked how Emily was 
doing he just muttered a response which gave no room for discussion.

‘She’s fine.’ A simple statement armed with an uninterested tone.
He never really understood why he ignored her. Sometimes he just preferred to 

forget she was there. It’d been three weeks now since he’d spoken to her, but that never 
deterred Emily. She lay now sprawled on the hotel bed as he scrubbed his teeth in the 
bathroom.

‘I mean it, let’s get out of here.’
Scrub, scrub, scrub.
Michael filled the plastic cup on the shelf with water and took a mouth-full.
‘We never do anything I want to do, just because when people look at us all they 

see is you doesn’t mean I shouldn’t get some input on where you drag us.’
Swish, swish, swish.
‘Whether you like it or not we’re tied to each other you know. You’re going to 

have to listen to me eventually!’
Michael spat, Emily sighed.
He dabbed his mouth with the towel and took a deep breath before looking 

himself in the mirror. He needed a haircut, but he liked it that way. Those sunken eyes 
could do with some freshening up up though, maybe he could try get back home early 
enough for a full night’s sleep tonight.

‘That stubble isn’t right on you.’ Emily commented. Michael liked the stubble, 
but today Emily’s opinion seemed to hold more weight than his own. He plugged the 
sink and smeared shaving foam over his cheeks, chin and neck as the basin filled.

‘I was thinking we could go shopping.’ Emily was musing now, ‘I feel I don’t have 
any of my own clothes these days. All I’m wearing are your hoodies. I’d like something 
a bit more me.’

‘Is shaving not enough?’ Michael thought.
Emily paused as the razor sizzled down Michael’s jaw line.
Rinse.
Tap, Tap.
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‘I’d appreciate more than on little favour, yeah,' she said.
Michael paused to regard himself in the mirror; left side shaven, right side Santa 

Claus. 
‘It’s just that; we’re supposed to be a team.’ She said, ‘That’s not easy when you 

don’t even listen to me.’
Michael gulped and without breaking eye contact with his reflection slid the razor 

along his right jaw until – nick. A trickle of blood smeared along the razor’s path, and 
with it Emily became more insistent.

‘You need to start talking to me, Michael.’
It was too much. Michael’s toes began to clench and his teeth gritted. He gasped 

and muttered a curse.
‘Shut up,’ he said.
‘When will you realise I’m not going anywhere?’ Emily was shouting now, ‘You 

do this every time; you fight and fight and fight but you can’t just scare me away. I’m 
part of you Michael, deal with it.’

Knock, knock, knock.
Alison.
‘It’s open!’ Michael said.
Alison fell in clutching two paper bags and after a confused look around the 

room spotted Michael in the bathroom. Her expression, initially seemingly stressed 
or hurried, softened with sympathy when she saw his half shaven, bleeding cheek and 
haggard eyes.

‘Oh honey,’ setting the bags down on the bed, she took a slim white gold necklace 
with a miniature stone set in the pendant from the closest. 

‘Here,’ she said, draping it around his neck, ‘I thought Emily might like it.’ 
‘She does,’ Emily said, setting the razor down. ‘She loves it. She loves you.’
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Prometheus
Andrew Moore

I am an Angel of the Lord. I fulfil the function I was created to fulfil. I was made the 
Angel of the Beginning.

There was cold, impersonal nothingness. It surrounded everything, inhibited 
everything. Inhibited nothing, actually. I had no sense of consciousness, no concept 
of existence. Just a sudden urge to be, as strongly as I could. I was aware of a shape 
forming, not of flesh, or of matter, but of pure intent and will. I revelled in my 
existence, for the shortest of beats. And then I willed the nothingness to break. And 
it broke. Nothingness split, as cracks soared, cracks as large as galaxies and as deep as 
a kiss, through which heat and light bled through, and the warmth of the universe 
surrounded me. I was complete with corporealness – I occupied a fixed position  And 
my creator was pleased with me and that filled me with bliss, and pure satisfaction 
– I had fulfilled my function. The other angels went forth, and executed their duty – 
Michael provided the energy necessary to illuminate a cosmos. Lucifer shaped that raw 
power into forms, and built the universe, atom by atom, and Gabriel told them what 
they were to do, clued them in on the master plan as together, they constructed the 
universe. A multitude, the heavenly host, each one burdened with holy duty but all the 
more at peace for it. They would stream past, as I hovered motionless from where the 
first crack had spread outwards. Such beautiful creatures, each one an incomparable 
work of art, their faces serene and noble – they knew who they were, and what they 
were to do, and I wept, because any creator who cared enough to make us this noble 
and elegant and graceful was a creator who loved us. There would be too many tears 
spilled over the course of this universe, but if I can provide any small comfort, it’s that 
the first were tears of joy.

I reclined in space and relished my existence. Time moved. I watched the City 
form, watched the construction of Earth, saw the cruel manipulation of Lucifer 
and the fall, oh that fall. Silver feathers shining in the radiance of the citadel, its 
graceful spires ruined by angel-fire and anger, the look of pure wrath on Michael 
face as he spiralled downwards under the Silver City, crashing against the polished 
stone, oblivious to anything but the clash of flaming sword on light, oblivious to the 
irreparable destruction left in his wake, which could be obscured, but never made 
whole again. Oh, I cried more, and even then, the worst hadn’t come. For of the host 
who rebelled, no angel fell further than Lucifer, no angel lost more, no other angel 
was made to stand before his Father and still Lucifer would not bend, would not sway, 
would not bow. I wanted to beg him not to take Hell, to reject our Father’s offer and 
repent, but Lucifer, pride always his undoing, took charge of the Pit, and in doing so, 
set his fate. Time moved faster and I hadn’t left my starting point. I asked for guidance 
on what to do. I received a gentle reproach from my Father – I would be called on 
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when it was my time, and was guided quietly to a cell in the heavenly city, like an 
errant child who’s stayed at play for too long and is late for supper. And the first sliver 
of doubt reached my mind – I was the Angel of The Beginning. What else had I to 
contribute?

More time passed. I watched from my cell. Watched orbits of planets as they 
soared through the eternal, cold vacuum of nothingness we had fathomed, watched 
the possibilities and chances collide as temperatures swung back and forth, fluctuating 
wildly, each change inclining us gently toward fulfilling our single purpose – the 
creation of a Universe which the potential for life, and the careful safeguarding of 
that life. An empty Universe provided little distraction from the bleak hive I lived 
in – I envied other angels, constantly working, enjoying the satisfaction I had felt 
when I had worked, for those infinitesimally brief moments, aeons ago. I watched 
Lucifer, tarnished by centuries away from the purifying light of the City, realising 
that innocence, once lost, isn’t something that can be regained. I watched cursed 
pride creep into the Citadel, as angels wrought beyond their purpose and revelled in 
the attention their audacity brought them. I watched Gabriel who carried an air of 
superiority, as though he were first among the angels, now that Lucifer had fallen, and 
Michael had taken to his hive, grieving the loss of his brother. I was in turn watched 
– I caught eyes on me once, and wondered what I mattered to the Angel of Silence – 
but in truth, time moved on, and soon enough, I was forgotten once more, confined 
to my home, the Angel without purpose. I languished. Alone.

It was around then that I started to panic. I knew who I was, and what my 
purpose was. But often, after hours of prayer and silent contemplation, the hollowness 
hit me. Was that all? Was I finished? Would I never be more than what I had already 
achieved? I felt paralysed. I was a one off tool. My father had no more use for me, I 
would rot in this cell, alone and unmourned, rusting until the end of creation. I would 
go back into the cold loneliness, and never know that satisfaction again. I dreamt, 
some nights, of following Lucifer into the Pit, of screaming my anger at Heaven, 
and knew that it would do me as much good as it had him – I would forever lose 
any chance of inner peace. Besides, the mortals Lucifer dealt with were repugnant. 
Each one a masochist, demanding they be punished for their crimes. Poor Lucifer. He 
reached Hell by refusing to be forced to do anything, and was met by self-flagellating 
masochists demanding punishment. Nothing horrified compared to the sadism of 
fallen angels. I looked at the twisted being that Azazel had become, saw him lose 
himself in the carnality of existence, the squalor of the decrepit Pit tarnishing not just 
his ivory wings, but his soul, until, like Dorian Gray’s portrait, his sins were spread 
across his being for all to see, and he revelled in them.

And so I spent the next millennia like a coward, fleeing my fear, cowering behind 
my obedience to an absentee God, telling myself that my time would come, until one 
night, I dreamt.
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I dream of a middle aged man, long cut off from old dreams of success and 
achievement, his reminiscence cut short by a snore from his wife in bed. I feel his 
desperation to provide, to have a better life, to prevent her from realising the mistake 
he imagines her to have made in marrying him.

I dream of a young man, scared that he doesn’t have the capacity for the life 
he wants. Scared that he’s overestimating his own capacities, that he will be small, 
ineffectual, that he is mocked by people he loves and will never even know their 
contempt for him.

I dream of an artist, her work evading her, critical inspiration out of reach, rent 
due next week that she can’t afford to pay, no one to turn to, all bridges aflame and 
smouldering like her charcoal.

I wake troubled. These people mean nothing to me. They are mortals. God 
knows why they exist in the first place. We serve, and authority is not questioned with 
impunity. Lucifer taught us that. We fulfil our posts obediently, each being striving 
to be one with our Father, to honour him in our work. But they care. Father, do they 
care. They burn through 70 years of life in the time it takes our wings to beat, and 
manage to cram it full of so many insignificant trivialities, glances and moments and 
hopes that create something greater for its futility. I watch as they establish heroes and 
villains, timeless loves and family feuds. I pity them, mostly. If they were as we are, 
they’d do nothing but hold each other and pray for the universe to stop spinning so 
quickly. Maybe it’s for the best that they can’t.

I dream again that night, this time, not bound by stone walls or cold floors. I 
dream myself standing with my creator on a hill, overlooking the city of Rome. I sit 
quietly, genuflecting in His presence. He smiles gently, and motions for me to stand. 
I rise and stand behind him, watching the city at night, the illumination, the graceful 
curve of the buildings, a tawdry mock-up of the Silver City. He breaks the silence, in 
His own, quiet way. 'They do their best, you know. I didn’t give them as much help 
as I had to give the Angels.' I realise that not only am I diminishing his creations’ 
creation, I’m doing it in full view of Him and apologise. He waves it away. 'They 
need inspiration now. More so than ever. It’ll all start happening soon, I can’t shield 
them from themselves for eternity. The–' He seems to catch in his own throat, the 
underlying tone of sadness and regret permeating the evenings air. 'They’re going to 
need new beginnings, Nathaniel. They need fire. They need you'

I move to ask more, but before I can, the dawn chorus strikes, and I’m struck 
once more by the aesthete’s tastes. I sit in silence among the orange trees and take in 
citrus scents, quietly watching Him smile, soaking up his contentedness. And then I 
am alone in my cell again. And the dreams are starting. But this time I know what to 
do.

The middle aged man’s wife stirs in her sleep. She holds his hand, kisses him. Tells 
him he doesn’t need to provide, he just needs to spend more time with her. They have 
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savings. They lie under the covers, holding hands and hatching plans, the coming 
years brighter and warmer as the birds chirp outside.

The young man runs for office. He doesn’t win, but that doesn’t matter to him. 
Because he’s lit by a burning passion inside, a fire which won’t stop burning, and he 
knows that he has the potential to channel that fire into a better life, for so many 
people.

The artist paints. She doesn’t know what. She doesn’t have a final idea in her 
head. Something of biblical proportions is unlocking inside her, she can feel it, it feels 
incredible to get this on canvas and for now, she doesn’t need anyone, doesn’t need 
distractions. Satisfaction.

I am the Angel Nathaniel. I am the angel of life, and aspiration, and consciousness 
reawoken. I am passion, and rage and gentle warmth made whole. I am the angel of the 
Beginning, and the angel of the End. I am righteousness and justice, compassion and 
forgiveness. I am the personification of endeavour, and inspiration, and new starts. I 
live in each and every human, and I will fulfil my purpose. I am fulfilling my purpose. 
I am fire.
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